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lication; my epistle3 is the worst poem in the volume,
so I cannot complain of my company. I had no business
to write verses, for I was not born a poet, whatever my
propensities were; but Bell is a rascal, who at least this
way will get nothing by me. He cheated me literally of
above 500?. on my last volume of the Anecdotes of Painting,
and now sets me at defiance because he found I would not
arrest him.

Lady Craven's Travels I received from Eobson4 two hours
ago. Dodsley brought the MS. to me before I came to town,
but I positively refused to open it, though he told me my
name was mentioned in it several times; but I was
conscious how grievous it would be to her family and
poor daughters, and therefore persisted in having nothing
to do with it. I own I have now impatiently cut the leaves
in search of my own name, and am delighted on finding
it there but thrice, and only by the initial letter. When
I have the honour of seeing your Ladyship, I can tell you
many collateral circumstances; but I will not put them
on paper. I fear she may come to wish, or should, that
she had not been born with a propensity to writing.

These questions I have answered readily, Madam: but
about Calonne and La Motte I know nothing. They are a
species of outlaws for which I have no taste, nor for their
compeeress, Mile. D^on.

I can as little satisfy your Ladyship about the title of
Mr. Hayley's fourth play, which I totally forget. I
remember the scene lay at Gibraltar, and that the subject
was if possible more disgusting than that of The Mysterious
Mother; and having no self-love for the deformed offspring
of other people, I never opened the volume a second
time.

. 3 Entitle from Fkrence to Thomas 4 Probably James Bobson (1788-
Ashtm, written in 1740,                       1806), a bookseller in Bond Street.applause of the cogno-
